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PREFACE 


“The Greenhouse” is a book about a man named Mr. Pryce, his 
friends and their family members. No one knows his actual real 
first name besides himself. I wrote this book in inspiration from 
my beloved cousin Katie Christy. I’ve chosen this subject of “The 
Greenhouse” because there are many specific factors I’ve learned by 
the different parts of the plants and their growth patterns and 
how to learn about the different cultures and languages that every 
character has. This book is a work of fiction that was inspired by 
the wonderful Katie Christy and written by me the author of the 
book. 

“The Greenhouse” is run by a man that is in his early forties 
named Mr. Pryce, and his friends and their families from 
different parts of the world. The purpose of “The Greenhouse” is 
fictionalized and revolves around a made-up city called 
Blackthorne, England, the United Kingdom in 1950. 

What I learned about this book is that you can learn a lot 
from the different languages and cultures of the friends, families, 
and people that come into Mr. Pryce’s life. I felt excited and 
proud to have my wonderful cousin be inspired by this wonderful 
work of my first book ever, and it is entirely my greatest honor to 
write such a book as this one. 



Many insights have to be acknowledged by the many 
characters that partake of this story, like how Mr. Pryce allowed 
many of the people into his property and various friends and 
their families. Another insight may be that it is proven that you 
could learn a lot from the different characters and their 
languages and where they came about to be. 

I’ve changed over this book and how it comes to be over the 
differences in many of the people who inherit Mr. Pryce’s lawn 
and greenhouse. My acknowledgments go out to my cousin Katie 
Christy, for the inspiration for this wonderful book. I want to 
thank my friends and family for this and hope to do more writing 
yet to come. 




ONE 


Early in the summer of 1950 in the town of Blackthorne, 
lived a man named Mr. Pryce. When he was settling into his 
greenhouse, a boy named Forrester Cahill came into his 
greenhouse. This boy was short, only the height of 4 feet 2 inches 
and chubby. 

And the boy was pale, had numerous freckles; his hair was 
short but reddish. He asked Mr. Pryce if he’s opening his 
greenhouse and he told him it will be opening soon, and this boy 
was the rightful age of eight. In the past, he visited his 
greenhouse ever since he was five. 

The man opened his greenhouse, and he went in, now this 
boy was carrying a medium-sized plant of the name Gladiolus 
and he placed it into the hole that was about a foot deep in the 
ground. The man taught Forrester how to water plants and how 
to give it pure sunlight. 

The boy liked how the man taught him the idyllic of the 
plants and their growth patterns. Once the boy was done, he went 
off in the distance and came back with a friend. Now, this friend 
was a girl who was the age of twelve. She was a beautiful girl; her 
name was Poppy Reed, and she didn’t know about this 
greenhouse. 



She was a mid-sized, only the height of 5 feet 1 inch, normal 
and she was from the Mediterranean; she had light blonde hair 
and had green eyes. Now she wanted to become a part of this 
greenhouse, so she asked him if she could come into his 
greenhouse and so he let her in. 

Mr. Pryce was forty-four, and he was normal, only the height 
of 5 feet 10 inches; he was scrawny but muscular and was 
English. You may say he’s trouble seeing, but with his Glaucoma; 
he could feel his way throughout the greenhouse and he has 
white hair. The girl came in and out of his greenhouse with dirt 
on her arms and that made Mr. Pryce growled angrily towards 
her. 

She noticed that it did so, and she stopped, meanwhile later 
in the day came along the afternoon, the boy and girl were 
hungry from planting throughout this morning and he had 
nothing to give them. The girl came up to call her mother 
Violetina, so she did so. 

Violetina is the age of thirty-one; tall and the height of 6 feet 
P /2 inches, muscular and she’s from the Mediterranean. She has 
strawberry blonde hair and has hazel eyes. 

After a while, her mother came with their food and then she 
stayed awhile. Mr. Pryce asked “Who’s there?” and she answered 
back, “Hello, sir. My name is Violetina Reed, Poppy’s mother.” 
He tried to say anything but had nothing to say in response to 
this because he couldn’t see her. 

“Good God!” yelled Forrester. “What is it, deary?” answered 
back Violentina. He pointed to the animal-shaped hole in the 
ground. And the man panicked with astonishment. Then she 
went over to the stressed boy and tried to calm him down while 
she sung a lullaby called “Hushing the Little One” that worked 
on him. 

Poppy by that time, wanted to help out but her mother shoved 
her aside and she stopped her in her tracks. She wanted to 
question her mother, but she refused to listen to her child. The 
boy then was calm and he slowly walked away from the area and 
told the headmaster what was happening and he finally 
understood. Mr. Pryce at the time was over at his bedroom, and 
he didn’t want to be bothered. 



He began by scratching the backside of his head and yelling 
out loud, “Why are you bothering me, young master?!” The boy 
wanted to cry but didn’t. So he softly answered back, “There’s an 
animal-shaped hole in your greenhouse, sir.” And he finally 
understood and he was taken by the hand by the boy and he led 
him to the place. 

The headmaster was well-known about the area, knew the 
places where the animals like to dig. And he told them that the 
animal is a rabbit and that his name was Fluffleton and he’s a 
nice rabbit. They noticed that it was a rabbit too, and they all 
were thankful for it. 

Just as they all relaxed after the whole thing, they all went 
into the home of the homeowner. Mr. Pryce began to talk about 
the subject matter of wartime. This war was called “The War of 
English and French,” he said. This war was between England 
and France. 

Now his story told the boy and girl all that of he knew about 
this war. He continued and spat out fast facts about it like 
“there’s a French soldier named Benoit Gregoire Francois.” 
Another fast fact, “there’s another French General named Jerome 
Gregoire Theophile, as the French call it general.” 

And the girl was surprised at the numerous facts that he had 
to say about. And he was surprised too. Forrester and Poppy were 
excited about going off tomorrow and finding some new friends. 
So they all sat by the fireplace where it rained until dawn and 
getting warmed up by its glow. 

Until the day ended, they all sat there by the fireplace and 
told some fascinating stories of what it’s like to learn about 
gardening and other gardening techniques, as the children 
remembered telling them like it’s never told before. 

As Forrester recalled, “it’s like this,” he said. “Good things 
come from planting the seed firmly into the ground.” “Firmly?” 
replied the man, as he questioned the boy. “What do you mean, 
young master?” “Like this, I’ll show you,” replies the boy. “Let 
me give you a demonstration.” 

Then he grabbed pieces of blank sheets of paper and began to 
draw the seeds planted firmly into the ground. “I see, young 
master,” replies the man. “Is that all?” he once again questioned 



the boy. “Now you get it,” he replied. “If you’d closed your eyes 
and imagine this diorama.” 

Poppy wanted to draw too, so she drew butterflies. “Do you 
like my drawings,” she asked. “This one or that one?” “I like 
them both indeed,” was his reply. Thus she was delighted with 
his response. 

The day comes to end and Mr. Pryce told everyone to go to 
their homes. After a while, after everyone went home, he felt his 
way to his bedroom and laid in his bed to go to sleep. The next 
morning came; as he awoke from a deep slumber then woke up to 
an alarm. 

“What’s that noise?!” he yelled. “Who’s there?” but there was 
no noise, and he thought that he was crazy. He had a scared look 
on his face; it turned his skin to a white-palish color. “Seriously,” 
he said. “You’d better not be pranking me, whoever you are?!” 

Nothing appeared to be there and the room was completely 
silent. He got out of his bed then sat on his bedside, wondering 
what that noise was that he heard. “No,” he said. “That’s crazy, 
I’ve heard a noise.” 




TWO 


He got out his Bible and turned to a random page and prayed 
to God. “Holy Spirit,” he prayed. “Let there not be anything, or 
whatever it is.” Meanwhile, after the prayer, he got out from his 
bedside and felt his way to his kitchen to get breakfast. 

Now he got a knock on his doorstep and he wondered who it 
was. “Who is it?” he asked. “Whoever it is, I’ve got you behind 
armed at the door.” Shaken and frightened, he opened the door 
and a tall man was standing with his children. “Hello?” Mr. 
Pryce questioned, “And whom may you’d all be?” The man has 
spoken with his accent, “hola, senor. Mi nombre es Senor Gracio 
Volquez. Mi hijo Hernan Gracio Volquez y mi hija Alejandria 
Bretana Gracio.” 

He thought that the man was crazy, as he went to shut his 
door, the man’s son stopped him. “Sir,” the boy said. “My name 
is Hernan, and this is my father and sister.” “Hello young 
master,” Mr. Pryce answered to the boy. “And my name is Mr. 
Pryce.” 

The boy told his father that the man was Mr. Pryce; the boy’s 
father understood. “Good morning,” said the man. “It’s so nice to 
meet you.” The man put his arm out to shake hands with Mr. 
Pryce, and they did so. “My name is Gracio,” said the man. “I 
hope you’ll like my family because we’re new neighbors.” 



Then the man left with his children. Then the boy comes 
back a few minutes afterward to get to know his new neighbor. 
“Hello good sir,” said the boy. “I’m Hernan and I am seven.” 
“Nice to know, I guess?” was his reply. “What are you doing back 
here, young master?” 

The boy went into his bedroom rapidly; he grew angry and 
yelled at the boy. “What are you doing in my bedroom?!” The boy 
hid in fearfulness of the man. “It’s okay, young master,” he said. 
“Why don’t you come out?” The boy ran out of his room and out 
the door. And that left him in a confusion. “That was weird,” he 
said. “What a strange little kid.” 

Then he went into his greenhouse where he found a guest, 
“Good evening, and isn’t it a lovely day today?” “What the...?” he 
replied so astonishingly. “Who are you and what are you doing 
here?” It was Forrester. He then scurried to his feet and perked a 
smile. “It’s me, Forrester. Don’t you remember me? I’ve been 
your neighbor since I was a baby.” 

As he went closer to the man, he let him feel his face, and he 
responded, “Ah yes. It’s you, Forrester Cahill.” “Yes,” replies the 
boy, “remember me?” Then he left and came back with the boy 
that Mr. Pryce saw earlier. 

“Hello sir.” said the boy. “It’s me Hernan remember? You’d 
made me hid in fearfulness from yelling at me.” “What?” 
questioned Forrester, “I thought you were new to the 
neighborhood?” 

“I am,” said the boy. “I’ve moved here not that long ago.” 
“Don’t you have any other siblings?” questioned Forrester. “Like a 
brother or sister?” “Yes, one.” said the boy. “Her name is 
Alejandria and she’s ten.” “And you are... how old?” question the 
one boy. 

“Seven,” answered the other boy. “I’m my sister’s little 
brother.” Hernan was seven, small, only the height of 4 feet 3 
inches; his hair is chestnut, his eyes were bluish-green; he was 
muscular and Hispanic. “Are you like Spanish?” questioned the 
boy. “Speak your main language, please.” 

“Si, amable senor.” answered the other boy. “Soy de un pais 
llamado Espana.” “What did you say?” questioned Forrester. “Tell 
me it in English, please.” “Yes, kind sir.” answered the other boy. 



“I’m from a country called Spain.” “Okay,” said the boy. “Well, 
that’s cool!” “It is?” questioned the other boy. 

“I’ve never heard of that one before.” And they’ve gone into 
the greenhouse together, united as best friends. Mr. Pryce felt his 
way to the greenhouse and went in. And he got a random seed 
from the shelf by his feelings of the shelf and tried to feel his 
way to Hernan to give him the seed. 

“What’s this?” questioned the boy. “Why are you giving this to 
me?” “Here,” he replied. “Take this as a present of my gratitude 
for welcoming new guests.” “Gracias,” said the boy. “Te ha vuelto 
mi gratidud mas severa, los bendiga.” As he felt his way back to 
the outside of the greenhouse; the boy planted the seed into the 
ground. 

Forrester taught him how to water it and how to give it 
sunlight. “Thank you, young sir.” saying as the boy thanked. 
“You’ve got my severest gratitude as well.” Then they both 
watered the seed firmly. “Like this?” questioned the boy, “am I 
doing this right?” 

“Yes,” answered Forrester. “Good enough, but you’ll learn.” 
The sun peaked through the greenhouse and landed on the spot 
where they’ve planted, the boys were happy and excited for 
whatever this seed would become. “What do you think it’ll be?” 
questioned the boy. “Do you think it’ll be a Monte Cassino Aster 
or a Rose?” “I don’t know?” answered Forrester. “But it’ll be a 
pretty one.” 

The boy left the greenhouse where the boy’s father was 
standing there in disappointment, “^Hernan?” questioned the 
father. “ZDonde estabas?” “Lo siento, papa.” answered the boy. 
“Me he olvidado de estar en casa por la tarde.” Then the boy and 
his father went home. Then they went off into the sunset and 
then that left Forrester to himself, he never felt this lonely before 
in his life. 

After the boy left, Forrester became lonely. Mr. Pryce then 
felt his way out and came with a phone in his hands, “Forrester, 
it’s for you. It’s your mother.” Then he felt his way back into the 
house and left the boy to his mother. 

Five minutes later, the boy hung up the phone. “I’ve got to go 
home,” said the boy. “My mother wants me.” “What for?” he 



asked. “Is it an emergency?” Then Forrester vanished through the 
door, he was misunderstood of what just happened. “I wonder 
what the emergency was?” he still was questioning. “Wow, that 
boy was in a hurry or something.” As he went into his house, he 
then heard a knock at the door. “Who is it?” questioned Mr. 
Pryce. “I’m armed.” 

Then he opened the door and there, standing before him was 
a tall woman of the height of 6 feet, the age of twenty-eight, she 
had long dark black hair, her eyes are bluish-green, her body was 
scrawny and she was Hispanic. Her name is Alexandria Maddox. 

“Good afternoon sir,” said the fair lady. “What a lovely 
afternoon, isn’t it?” “And whom may you be my fair lady?” 
answered Mr. Pryce as he felt her face. “Good afternoon to you 
too.” “My name is Alexandria Maddox,” said the fair lady. 




THREE 


“And whom are you kind sir?” then he put down his armed 
gun and spoken softly, “Nice name, ma’am,” he responded. “I’m 
Mr. Pryce.” “Good name,” said the fair lady. “What’s your age?” 
“I’m forty-four,” he answered. “And yours fair lady?” Alexandria 
thought about this question awhile, “I’m twenty-eight.” answered 
the fair lady. 

“Do you have any children of your own?” “No,” he replied, 
“Do you have any?” “Not yet.” answered the fair lady. By that 
time he asked the fair lady if she’d like to come in for a cup of 
tea. “How many lumps of sugar?” he asked. “Three.” answered 
the fair lady. “That is only sufficient?” he then felt his way to the 
lumps of sugar and tried to feel the sugar cubes. “Three,” he 
hesitated, “I only like two.” Then he felt his way to the fair lady, 
and he felt her hand and gave it to her. 

She thanked him kindly for the cup of tea. “What’s there to 
talk about?” Mr. Pryce hesitated to talk about wartime, but she 
insisted on talking about other things. “Talking is goodly 
enough,” he thanked. “But there’s so much to talk about.” “How 
about this,” answered the fair lady. “We’ve never met before, let’s 
talk about that.” 

“Good,” he said thankfully. “We should talk about that.” 
“Where were you born?” questioned the fair lady. “Europe, 



perhaps?” “Why do you say that?” he answered. “Is it my accent?” 
she hesitated and said, “yes.” “I think you’re English,” she replied 
to his question. 

“Good job my fair lady. That is correct, you have done a good 
job, ma’am.” And that was what he replied to her answer from 
the previous question. “Thanks, kind sir,” thanked the fair lady. 
“What do you notice about myself?” Mr. Pryce felt her, “you’re 
Hispanic.” he answered. “Am I correct?” 

“Yeah,” she answered. “Good job, sir.” She then went to grab 
his hand to shake it and he noticed her feeling of the hands and 
they shook hands. Now after a while of talking to each other, 
they got a knock at the door. 

Alexandria answered the door, and she noticed that it was a 
boy. “Who’s this, Mr. Pryce?” asked the fair lady. “He’s Hernan,” 
he answered. “He’s my new neighbor.” “Hello madam.” said the 
boy. “My name is Hernan Gracio Volquez and I’m seven.” “Hello 
young master,” answered Alexandria, “nice to meet you Hernan.” 
“Indeed.” answered the boy. “Nice to meet you too.” The boy 
came into Mr. Pryce’s house and sat on his couch. 

“May I watch television?” asked the boy. “I wanted to watch 
Captain Marvelous.” “Who’s Captain Marvelous?” questioned Mr. 
Pryce. “What’s his real name?” “He’s a superhero.” answered the 
boy. “His real name is Clayvis Kringler, he’s from Texas.” “Oh,” 
he answered back, “That’s cool.” He then let the boy watch the 
television show. “This is a new episode called Doctor Evil,” said 
the boy. “The first season, third episode.” 

Mr. Pryce was sipping his cup of tea and hearing the boy 
speak, “that’s cool.” he replied. “May I watch it with you?” The 
boy hesitated to tell him it was a kiddy show, but he didn’t mind. 
“Sure,” said the boy. Then he felt his way into the living room 
overheard the show until the boy wanted to go outside. “What is 
it do you like most about the show?” questioned the boy, “well 
most of what you’ve heard.” 

Mr. Pryce respected what the boy wanted to say. “I’ve liked 
the part where he saved a cat from a tree before battling Doctor 
Evil,” he answered. “Me too,” agreed with the boy. “I’ve liked 
that part too.” 



Now after they talked, Forrester came back with terrible 
news. “My Grandma Emphrey Grafford died,” the boy said as he 
cried. “How did she die?” Mr. Pryce questions. “What is it from?” 
he cried. “She died from a lung disease,” he said miserably. “I 
forget what it was called.” 

Mr. Pryce thought of what the possible death would be. “It’s 
called Chronic Obstructive Pulmonary Disease,” he answered. “They 
abbreviated it to COPD.” Forrester then asked Mr. Pryce if he 
could stay around his house and he told him, only if it’s all right 
with his parents. “May I please use your phone sir?” he asked. 
“You may,” he responded. “If you stay around, you’ve got to do 
chores.” Then he left and went to call his parents; and came back 
ten minutes later. 

“They agreed with it,” he responded. “Sir, how much am I 
getting paid?” “Let me think,” answered Mr. Pryce. “I’ll pay you, 
£1,100.” Hernan thought of the pricing. “£1,100 equals €1,471.33 
in my country,” said the boy. “Really?” Forrester said 
fascinatingly. “That’s cool!” 

“How do you know?” questioned Mr. Pryce. “That’s cool how 
you’ve known in your head.” “Well,” answered the boy. “You’d 
see. I’m smart for my age at seven-years-old.” He was truly 
fascinated by the head-counted math that the boy did. “Yes,” he 
responded. “You’re smart, indeed.” “Thank you kindly,” thanked 
the boy. “I am, aren’t I?” Then Alexandria told everyone there 
will be thunderstorms soon. “All of us go in,” said the fair lady. 
“It will pour soon.” 

They all went into the house and sat by the fire to get warm. 
It became nightfall and Mr. Pryce told everyone to go home, but 
Forrester and Hernan. Everyone left, and he told Forrester to get 
his pillow and blanket from his home. Now that the room was 
silent, he asked Hernan an important question. “Do you want to 
meet Captain Marvelous?” he asked. “If you do, I’ll take you to 
see him.” 

“Yes!” the boy said so excitedly. “I do. But how are you going 
to do it?” Mr. Pryce told him not to worry about him, he’ll make 
it happen. Then the boy went back home. Forrester came back to 
Mr. Pryce’s house. And then they both rested until the morning. 



The next morning came and Forrester awoke early in the 
morning and Mr. Pryce awoke a little later than Forrester. “Good 
morning sir,” said Forrester. “What’s there to eat?” Mr. Pryce 
thought about it. Then he replied, “There are cereal and bowls in 
the cabinet. And the milk is in the refrigerator. I’ll get the cereal 
and make your breakfast.” “Thank you, sir, kindly,” respected 
Forrester. “I’ll take anything you’ve got.” 

Mr. Pryce felt his way to the kitchen and the boy went past 
him and sat at the kitchen table. “I’ll give you Honey Munchies,” 
he said as he had only that, “Please,” Forrester said politely, “I’ll 
take anything you’ve got.” Then they both ate breakfast. After 
breakfast, they both went outside and then he gave Forrester his 
first chore. 

“Clean the gardens,” said Mr. Pryce. “That’s the first chore.” 
Then he gave the boy a garden shovel and told him to be careful. 
Thirty minutes passed and the boy was done. “What’s next?” he 
asked. “I’ll do anything and I’ll work hard at it.” Mr. Pryce 
thought of a new chore and gave it to him. “Paint a new color on 
my fences,” he said. “And I’ll teach you how to.” “What color 
sir?” Forrester respectfully said. “I’ll be happy to paint it 
whatever.” 

Mr. Pryce tried to remember the colors he had. “Golden 
Sunshine,” he said. “I’ve also got Royal Navy Blue, those are my 
paints.” “This is what I’ll pick,” Forrester replied. “I’ve chosen 
Golden Sunshine.” “Good,” was his reply, “You’ve chosen well. I 
would’ve chosen that too.” Then he led him to the supply closet 
and grabbed the paint can that had GOLDEN SUNSHINE written 
across the lid of the can. 

“Here,” he said. “Grab the handle carefully. It spills easily.” 
“Okay,” Forrester replied. “I’ll handle it cautiously.” Then he led 
the boy to the fence to be painted. “Paint it with me; make sure 
the strokes are straight.” He told the boy, “do you know how to 
do straight lines?” he added as he questioned. “Yes, sir.” The boy 
answered respectfully. “Goodly enough.” “Goodly enough?” he 
asked the boy. “What do you mean by that?” 

“Here,” he said. “Grab the handle carefully. It spills easily.” 
“Okay,” Forrester replied. “I’ll handle it cautiously.” Then he led 



the boy to the fence to be painted. “Paint it with me; make sure 
the strokes are straight.” He told the boy, “do you know how to 
do straight lines?” he added as he questioned. “Yes, sir.” The boy 
answered respectfully. “Goodly enough.” “Goodly enough?” he 
asked the boy. “What do you mean by that?” 




FOUR 


“I’m good, I meant.” answered the boy. “Good, like GOOD” 
Then they both painted the fences until Hernan was standing at 
the doorway. He then came into the backyard. “Hola, buen 
senor.” said the boy. “iSoy yo, Hernan recuerdas?” 

“Hello,” responded Mr. Pryce. “It’s you Hernan I remember.” 
“You know why I’m here,” asked the boy. “Yeah,” answered Mr. 
Pryce, “I’ve got to get my shoes on, then I’ll take you to him.” 
“Yippee!” the boy said excitedly. “I will meet my favorite idol, 
Captain Marvelous!” 

Then Mr. Pryce told Forrester to finish and go home, then he 
took Hernan to questioned. Then he took Hernan to see Captain 
Marvelous. When he and the boy stepped into the building 
together, they noticed a man that withstood 5 feet and 9 inches, 
he was a medium-sized he was buff. 

This man was from Crystal City, Texas. When they found this 
man, the man, and the boy started to have a conversation with 
each other. “Good evening,” said the mysterious person. “My 
name would be...” then he paused for a second. Hernan got 
jumpy and shouted, “You’re Captain Marvelous!” “I know you 
from your number one hit television show!” 

The man revealed his name, “It is I, Captain Marvelous!” he 
announced in a deep voice. And then he immediately got 



swarmed by Captain Marvelous fanatics. He didn’t know what to 
do from that point because of the flashes from the cameras so 
deeply in his face. 

Hernan wanted to get his autograph from him, but it was too 
late; they were swarming him by floods of loudly, but screaming 
children. After 10minutes of cameras in his face, the mob of 
people left him alone. Then the boy had his chance to get his 
autograph. The boy was taken by the hand and led straight 
toward the famous person. 

“Excuse me sir?” questioned the boy. “May I get your 
autograph?” The man pondered sufficiently about it, and only for 
his true fan, he gave it to him for free instead of charging 68 
pence for it. The boy gazed in wide wonder after his true fan idol 
gave the signature. “For you,” the man said. “It’ll be my honor to 
give it to you for free.” 

The boy thanked the man for giving it to him for free. And 
then Mr. Pryce took the boy home, just thanking Captain 
Marvelous for the autograph for free. When they got to Mr. 
Pryce’s house, he went into the backyard and came upon all 
golden sunshine painted fences all around himself. 

Then he dialed Forrester’s parents’ number and his mother 
picked up. “Hello?” answered Mr. Pryce. “Is this Elizabelle, it is 
Mr. Pryce.” The boy’s father answered back, “No, this is 
Adolphard.” “Who’s calling us?” After that, he realized that it 
wasn’t Elizabelle and asked for Elizabelle over the phone. 

“Yes?” questioned Elizabelle, “whom may this be?” he didn’t 
know what she meant, because she already knew him. “It is I, 
Mr. Pryce.” He answered back, “You already know me, 
remember?” Elizabelle remembered, and she questioned why he 
called her. He then answered back with the nicest respectfulness 
you’ve could give to a woman. “I mean this out of respectfulness,” 
he answered. “Your son, Forrester.” 

“Yeah?” she answered back, “What about my son?” Then he 
thought of a possible way to answer, “your son is a great and 
skilled painter.” he said. “You should seriously conceive him as 
an artist when he grows up.” “Gee thanks!” she said, “you’re a 
good influence on my boy.” 



He said back, “Thanks. You’re a nice woman.” Then he hung 
up the phone and climbed right into bed and went to sleep until 
morning came. The next morning came and Mr. Pryce awoke 
from his slumber and got something to eat from his kitchen. 

As he stepped out of his kitchen, he got a knock at the door. 
When he got to the door, he heard a loud bang coming from the 
outside. An FBI agent by the name of Cesar Tomas Vizcaino Jr. 
knocked on his door. “Hola, senor. Mi nombre es agente del FBI 
Cesar Vizcaino,” “hubo una explosion procedente del exterior. Mi 
tengo su nombre completo por favor?” 

He didn’t understand what he was saying, so he told him to 
hold on. Then he called Hernan over for a translation. By the 
time the boy came over, FBI Agent Vizcaino came into the house. 
As the boy came into the door, he told Mr. Pryce about the 
explosion that just happened just a minute ago. 

The FBI agent questioned him, “iCual es tu nombre 
completo, senor?” “<LNo has oido acerca de la explosion?” The 
man didn’t understand that he only spoke a little Spanish, so he 
got the boy to translate. 

The boy asked him what he wanted him to say, and he told 
him what he was asking. “iPerdone, amable senor?” asked the 
boy, “<Lque le pides al hombre?” after the question, the agent just 
sat on the couch. “i.Le he preguntado cual es su nombre 
completo?” said the agent, “icomo se entero de la explosion?” 

The boy understood and went to tell him what the agent said. 
Then after the boy told him, he told the boy to translate another 
thing for him. “Tell him my name is Mr. Pryce and yeah, my 
friend Hernan told me.” The boy went over to the agent and told 
him what he said to him. 

“Su nombre es el Senor Pryce,” the boy told the agent, “Le 
dije, amable senor.” The agent relaxed on the couch and nodded 
his head when the boy told him. “iCual es tu nombre, chico?” 
questioned the agent, “iy cuantos anos tienes?” The boy sat next 
to the agent and told the agent what he questioned. “Hernan 
Gracio Volquez,” answered the boy, “y estoy de siete anos.” 

The agent then left the house and went outside to investigate 
the explosion. The boy left to tell what the man was questioning 
him about what they were talking about. “What was all that 



